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Foreword 


Professor A.N. Dhar is a known figure in literary circles for 
his keen interest in mystical writings. He has authored two 
definitive works—Mysticism in Literature and Mysticism 
Across Cultures—on mystical poetry which have won him the 
recognition that he deserves. Related to this literary pursuit of 
his is Professor Dhar’s interest in literary translation from the 
Kashmiri into English. Here too he is drawn by instinct as well 
as choice to mystical verse. To this significant area Professor 
Dhar brings not only a suitable temperament but also a rare 
prowess and spirit of devotion which are adequately reflected 
in his work. After successfully translating Bimla Raina’s 
mystical poems under the title Country of the Soul, he has now 
rendered the devotional verse of Wali Muhammad Aseer into 
English, choosing for it the appropriate title, Poetry of 
Meditation on the Sacred. Aseer’s verse consists of hymns, 
devotional pieces addressed to Prophet Muhammad (sal Allahu 
alihi wassallam), commemorative verses about Hussain’s 
martyrdom, supplication to various saints and a few ghazals. 
Professor Dhar has rendered these pieces into lucid and 
charming poetic prose. These translations are so superbly 
readable that one often forgets to think of and turn to the 
original. 


The most remarkable feature of these inspired and 
inspiring renderings is the fact that the translator, a Hindu by 
faith, has so accurately captured the essence of devotional verse 
composed by a Muslim. This is yet another confirmation of the 
fundamental spiritual truth that genuine faith cuts across all 
borders. Mahatma Gandhi had rightly observed that he was a 
true Hindu and therefore he respected all religions. 
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I hope and pray that the translator may live long and 
continue to bestow on us his rare gifts of translation as well as 
original writing. 

Naseem Bagh, Srinagar 

G.R. Malik 
Former Professor of English 
University of Kashmir 


Prefatory Note on Translation 


In recent years, Translation studies have acquired prestige 
and special significance in the Indian universities. In this 
context, English has assumed an important role as a link- 
language in the country amidst its linguistic diversity. English is 
equally important for our cultural expansion across the globe. 
Consequently, literary translation from our regional languages 
into English has received a special impetus. 


In my view, literary translation is an art rather than a mere 
craft—however, it is an art with a difference. The translator 
has to work within some constraints; he cannot have all the 
freedom of a creative artist. His task becomes all the more 
difficult when it is poems that are to be rendered into English. 


Desirably, the translator should be in full command of the 
Source language and equally competent in handling the Target 
language. He should as well be conversant with the related 
literatures. In other words, he has got to be both bilingual and 
bicultural in order to accomplish what is indeed a challenging 
and difficult task. What he has to achieve in effect is a delicate 
balance between two extremes—‘free’ translation and ‘literal’ 
translation. 


Having throughout attempted to capture the essence of the 
original Kashmiri verses, I made sure that the translations 
presented in this volume are largely faithful to the text. I have 
also chosen to write an Introduction immediately before the 
section on translation to provide the readers with a foretaste of 
‘Aseer’ Kishtwari’s work and a holistic view of his poetic 


ability. 
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I am highly grateful to my valued friend and former 
colleague Professor Ghulam Rasool Malik, well-known English 
writer and an erudite scholar, for writing a foreword to this 
volume. 


I owe my heart-felt thanks to Shri Sunil Sharma and Sardar 
Amandeep Singh for preparing the typeset with care and 
rendering other help. 


A.N. Dhar 


Introduction 


Wali Muhammad ‘Aseer’ Kishtwari has carved out a niche 
for himself as a noted man of letters in Jammu and Kashmir. 
He has authored several research-oriented books in Urdu that 
dwell on the history and culture of the erstwhile Doda District 
of Jammu Division ‘Aseer’ hails from. He is, in fact, well- 
known as a writer of Urdu and Kashmiri verse alike. He made 
his special mark as an English writer with the big volume 
Focus on Jammu @& Kashmir published in 2003. Judged as a 
valuable work in English, it earned the author an award from 
the J&K Academy of Art, Culture and Languages in the year 
2007. Seen as Aseer’s crowning achievement as a writer, it has 
undergone three reprints already and its fourth print is likely to 
come out in the next few months. Historical in content, both 
cultural and political issues relating to three important regions 
of the State are discussed and analysed in the volume 
competently. Apart from being a man of literary achievement, 
‘Aseer’ Kishtwari is an important government functionary, 
having risen to the position of the Director General Accounts 
& Treasuries, JXK by virtue of his merit and ability from the 
Kashmir Accounts Service (K.A.S.) cadre. 


What is immediately relevant to mention here is that 
“Aseer’ Kishtwari has been a practising Kashmiri poet for the 
past three decades or so. He brought out his volume of 
Kashmiri poems titled Farsh-e-Gul (Floral Carpet) in the year 
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2010 as a compilation of his religious verses selected from a 
much wider corpus. Rich in content, we come across a variety 
of verse-forms in this volume: Ham’d (hymn or praise of God), 
Naat (encomium on the Holy Prophet), Meelaad (nativity), 
Manajaat (supplication to God), Salam (salutation), Manqabat 
(eulogy of the Holy Prophet’s companions or relations), 
Nazarana (offering, presentation or a reverential poem in the 
form of an address), Aqeedat (a religious lyric based on faith), 
Nazam (a form of lyric), Ghazal (a distinct form of lyric 
originally used by the Persian poets) and Marsia (an elegy, or a 
lyric on the theme of martyrdom). 


In choosing to write poems in the verse-forms mentioned in 
the foregoing paragraph, ‘Aseer’ Kishtwari has taken up a 
challenging task, which he has no doubt accomplished. The 
verse-forms require a poet to be circumspect in conforming to 
the tradition involving some Islamic constraints. ‘Aseer’ not 
only observes the needed care, being aware of what is desirable 
for him to do, but also manages to say what he wants to 
convey, in a simple and chaste idiom. Precision and clarity 
usually mark his diction. Economical too in his use of words, 
he observes neatness in syntax reflected in the stanzaic 
structure of his religious lyrics. ‘Aseer’ has used the verse-form 
Naat with characteristic ease and been discreet, at the same 
time, in restricting his praises to the person of the Holy 
Prophet—to his graceful features and his benevolent nature. 
While adhering to the established conventions, he sounds 
refreshingly original too. As the reader goes through the Naats 
incorporated in the Farsh-e-Gul volume, he can see that the 
poet in question has expressed his love, esteem and reverence 
for the Holy Prophet in a befitting way, conveying his humility 
and devotion freely. Throughout the volume of religious verses, 
the language used by ‘Aseer’ is pervasively sober, simple, 
straightforward and chaste, charged with devotional intensity. 
One can immediately sense the mood of the poet as being 
expressive of his experience of spiritual peace and joy. 

Most of the religious lyrics contained in the volume Farsh- 
e-Gul are obviously rich in spiritual thought. At this point, it 
should perhaps be in place to see how some poets from other 
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faiths too have composed poems that are highly spiritual in 
content. I am specially reminded here of the Christian saint- 
mystic, Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556), who set the pattern for 
religious meditation in the work Spiritual Exercises. Consistent 
with this tradition, the writing of a poem for a devout 
Christian became an exercise in divine contemplation involving 
the “composition” of a religious scene. This in turn stimulated 
a recollection of sacred associations, culminating in the 
devotee’s resolve to remain steadfast in his spiritual effort: 
involving a sequence of the exercises of “memory, 
understanding and will”. Such poetry as ‘Aseer’ Kishtwari’s 
can also be described as the poetry of meditation, discussed by 
Louis Martz, throwing farther back to Ignatius Loyola. (See 
Louis Martz, The Poetry of Meditation, New Haven: Yale 
University Press, 1954.) 


As a Kashmiri poet, who writes competently in Urdu and 
English, ‘Aseer’ Kishtwari has chosen to have the Farsh-e-Gul 
volume additionally printed and published in the Devnagri 
script and he has also got the Kashmiri text translated into 
Hindi. The dual task of Hindi transliteration and the 
translation of the text from Kashmiri into Hindi begun and 
partly finished by the celebrated Prof. B.L. Koul (who breathed 
his last over a year back unexpectedly) has been brought to 
completion by the Hindi scholar, Dr. M.K. ‘Bharat’, 
admirably. In the present shape, the composite Farsh-e-Gul 
volume is accessible to the Kashmiri readers conversant with 
either of the scripts—Nastalik or Devnagri—and also to a 
much wider readership in the country. The reader, I am sure, 
will find the critical observations made by ‘Bashir’ Bhaderwahi, 
Premnath ‘Shad’ and Dr. ‘Bharat’ in their introductory write- 
ups, illuminative and useful. 


Having talked briefly in the foregoing section about the 
Kashmir poet ‘Aseer’ Kishtwari and the essential content of the 
volume Farsh-e-Gul authored by him, I propose to discuss 
hereinafter a select number of the translated lyrics, as 
illustrative samples. I begin with the first two lyrics, each 
bearing the title ‘Hymn’, meaning a poem of praise to God, 
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followed by a set of Naats addressed to the Holy Prophet of 
Islam. It is relevant to mention here that Islam, as a world 
religion, is thoroughly monotheistic, emphasizing the unity of 
Allah. According to the Holy Quran, “Prophet Muhammad is 
the messenger of Allah and the seal of the Prophets”. 

As we go through the first poem of the Farsh-e-Gul 
volume, we are immediately reminded of what the call to 
prayer (Namaz), five times in a day, conveys to the Muslims 
emphatically: 

The chant ‘God is Great’ 

resounded all around, 

the environs echoed it; 

oh Lord, 

the beggar and the emperor alike 

are awe-struck 

by your dignified unconcern! 
The introductory lines of the hymn cited above make explicit 
the Quaranic teaching that God, as the supreme master of the 
universe, is one—omnipotent and all-pervading. What the poet 
“Aseer’ conveys further is that though God is un-housed, he 
“indwells our hearts as the Beloved”. Perhaps he wants to 
stress that while God, no doubt, is farthest from us, beyond 
what is seen, being transcendent, at the same time, he is 
“nearer to us than the jugular vein”, indwelling our hearts. 
Here follow the lines in which the poet makes a specific 
mention of the Islamic scripture: 


The Holy Ouran 

upholds and bears testimony to 
the former revealed books 

and messengers; 

God’s grace 

descends on this world eternally. 


In the present hymn, the poet reaffirms the well-known 
Islamic belief about the crowning spiritual status of Prophet 
Muhammad that is stressed upon in the Holy Quran. 
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Paying his tributes to God as a devout Muslim, the poet 
reiterates in the second ‘Hymn’ that all created things bear 
God’s ‘signature’ as their creator. Aware particularly of being 
accountable to God for his commissions and omissions on the 
‘Day of Reckoning’, he prays: 

Oh Lord, I feel awed 
as I visualize 

facing your majesty 
hereafter; 

in all humility 

and hopefully, 

I crave your mercy. 


I now come to two lyrics, each titled ‘Naat’—being serially 
the fourth and tenth in the translated sequence. The former 
brings into focus the celebration of what is imaginably the 
Holy Prophet’s birthday, Eide-Milad: 

Someone whispered the word around 
that it is the Prophet’s festive day today; 
the whole world looks 

decorated with flowers! 


The poet, as the persona, envies the seekers who will attain 
fulfilment on this day as “the self-immolatory moth”—through 
selfless service and total dedication to the beloved Prophet. The 
closing lines further highlight the intensity of the poet’s 
devotion: 


O wind, carry my prayer to Madina 
to ensure my spiritual ‘resurrection’. 


I now turn to the Naat that is sequentially the tenth 
translated poem. Herein our attention is drawn by the poet to 
Madina, which is a place of pilgrimation for a devout Muslim. 
These are the introductory lines: 

I yearn to 
circumambulate Madina; 
crave to see 

the Green Dome there! 
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Circumambulating a holy shrine is how a believer practises 
piety; the ‘Green Dome’ is mentioned specifically in the poem 
as an identification mark of the spot that is sacred to the 
Muslims. The poet ‘Aseer’ once again conveys his strong wish 
in this poem to “burn up” himself moth-like in Madina 
“hovering around the candle flame”. The following lines make 
his dedication to the Holy Prophet significantly explicit: 


Holding the Holy Prophet 
by the hem of his garment, 
I would beseech him 

to listen to my plaints! 


The Farsh-e-Gul volume contains twelve elegies, the 
principal one being ‘Elegy to Hazrat Imam Hussain’ with 
which the sequence opens. As commemorative poems, they are 
charged with intense grief expressed over the great sacrifices 
made by the Islamic heroes for a religious cause. Hazrat Imam 
Hussain having been a closest relative of the Holy Prophet is 
paid befitting homage by the poet: 


The whole world lamented over 

your martyrdom, 

o, beloved Hussain; 

my tears are flowing too 

in deep agony! 
This tribute paid to Hazrat Imam towards the conclusion of 
the elegy speaks of his sacrifice in glowing terms: 


O Hussain, 

making the supreme sacrifice 
of laying down your life, 
you brought glory 

to Islam; 

come as a supplicant, 

I offer you my obeisance, 
feeling thereby gratified! 


From the group of eulogies contained in the Farsh-e-Gul 
volume, the one addressed to Sheikh Noor-ud-Din Wali merits 
special attention. He was held in great esteem by the 
Kashmiris, Muslims and Hindus alike. Recognized as a teacher 
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of outstanding spiritual stature, inspiring and befitting tributes 
are paid to him by the poet. Hailing him as “our standard- 
bearer and spiritual chieftain”, ‘Aseer’ prays to the great saint 
to be gracious to him. In the lines that follow, we are reminded 
of the fact that the well-known woman poet and mystic, Lal 
Ded, exercised an enduring influence on the Sheikh as his 
mentor: 

Lal Ded suckled you 

and revealed secrets to you, 

whereby you attained 

steady absorption 

in spiritual ecstasy, 

and you flowered 

as a God-seeker. 

Onward, the poet further makes another important 

observation: 

The great Hamdani 

recognized your spiritual stature; 

you reinforced the faith 

in a significant way; 

pray, grant me your favour! 

Expressing his shock over the fact that the great saint’s 


“shrine was set on fire by some miscreants”, the poet addresses 
him reverentially in these words: 


O crown of Chrar-i-Sherif shrine, 
pray listen to my plaint, 

you’re the only hope 

of the helpless and needy; 

be bountiful to me! 


The other saints eulogized through the religious lyrics 
addressed to them in the Farsh-e-Gul volume are Makhdoom 
Sahib, Shah Farid-ud-Din, Shah Asrar-ud-Din, Shah Akhyar- 
ud-Din, Shah Abdal and Sheikh Zain-ul-Din. Makhdoom 
Sahib, addressed as Sheikh Hamza, is venerated and praised in 
glowing terms: 


Lovers come running to you 
so ardently; 
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you irradiate spiritual aroma around 
to bless them! 

Pray, lend your ear 

to the plaints of the poor and helpless, 
deliver them from the distress 

they’re in. 


The poet makes a sharp observation on the prevailing 
contemporary situation and conveys his concern for the well- 
being of society: 

Times are getting hard and troublesome, 
vice is prevailing, 
pray, set things right! 

The poet makes an apt use of figurative language in these 
lines towards the close of the poem, seeking redressal of the 
problems that plague the people: 


O Sheikh Hamza, 

shower your grace 

on the garden that is 
leafless and parched, 

to ensure that it blooms; 
pray, remove the difficulties 
of the distressed! 


There are three poems in which the saint Shah Asrar is 
highly praised; ‘Aseer’ in fact specially compliments his 
spiritual prowess in performing miracles; he also admires him 
for his successful propagation of Islam. I quote relevant 
passages from the poem titled “Eulogy to Shah Asrar-1” 


Under his spiritual command, 
a corpse regained life— 

it stirred and revived, 

as one rises from sleep! 


Awestruck by his effulgent look, 
a valorous person riding a lion 
got wholly un-nerved; 

likewise, a wall started moving 
as he willed it; 
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o Master, be gracious to me 
so that I thrive under your care 
and am cured of my ailment. 


There is a sequence of twelve ghazals in the Farsh-e-Gul 
volume apart from the other verse-forms mentioned heretofore, 
of which some illustrative samples have been furnished and 
discussed briefly. The ghazal is a very distinct form of the lyric 
that has been originally used and popularized by the Persian 
poets. Naturally, it has been adoptéd and widely used by the 
Urdu poets in the country. It has also been used as a verse-form 
by the Kashmiri poets, who do not, however, always adhere to 
the rules and conventions associated with the form. Wali 
Mohd. ‘Aseer’, being deeply religious as a man of faith, has not 
restricted himself only to the hymns, Naats, commemorative 
verses On martyrdom and supplications/eulogies to saints. He 
has also made a good use of the ghazal; in my view, while 
following tradition, he gives evidence of his individual talent in 
handling this form. In fact, he emerges in the ghazals as a poet 
of love in his own right though he continues to be rooted in 
spirituality as an enlightened Muslim. The poet, interestingly, 
makes sharp observations on society; he comments on what is 
happening in his homeland and elsewhere in the world. He lays 
bare his heart, being forthright in conveying his spiritual urges 
and aspirations. 


Here is a passage from the first ghazal that gives an idea of 
‘Aseer’ Kishtwari’s lyrical richness as a poet of love: 
O nightingale, don’t grumble 
nor exhibit your anguish; 
shed your tears gently 
and listen to my love-song! 


It looks as if 
flower-beds are afire, 
the greenbelt has been 
trampled upon; 

come you, love, 

just take a look 

at the spoiled scene! 
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Here follows another passage from the same ghazal in 
which the poet bemoans the loss caused to Sheikh Noor-ud- 
Din Wali’s shrine at Charar-e-Sharief, Badgam: 


The intruder and trouble-maker, 
who burnt the porch of 

the standard-bearer’s shrine— 
who precisely was this man? 
Listen, love, to my doleful lyric! 


The next ghazal in the sequence conveys the poet’s 
response to the destructive forces operating internationally that 
he does not approve of; he also expresses his unhappiness over 
the plight of his homeland. Here are some passages from the 
poem given as illustrative examples: 


Cities and villages got destroyed 
through aerial fire, 

and buildings got shaken 

and toppled! 

Arson overtook splendid cities, 
destroying mansions, mosques and shrines; 
who’re to blame for the loss 

of human lives? 

Since we are unmindful 

and not self-aware, 

the plight of our homeland 

is miserable! 

Being a witness to a period 

in which selfishness thrives, 

I consider it obligatory for me 
to serve my brethren with love! 


‘Aseer’ Kishtwari pays his tribute to a fellow-poet ‘Janbaz’ 
in the ghazal that is the fourth in the sequence; he looks upon 
him as a martyr in the true sense of the term. Here are the 
relevant passages: 


The time prevailing 
throws up some one 

as the guiding light 

and someone other 

as the harbinger of hope; 
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the candlestick itself 

can’t divine events! 

There was a daring person, Janbaaz, 
who lost his life; 

nothing was said 

to commemorate him! 


We come to the eleventh ghazal in the sequence. Herein 
‘Aseer’ mentions significantly what is uppermost in his mind as 
a poet: 

I have to perceive the world 

in its diverse hues, 

in order to reach a land-mark; 
partaking of blissful nectar, 

I have to transcend worldliness! 


Pll wake up hard-hearted people 
through my thoughtful verses; 
Pve also to assuage 

the burning moth’s pain, 

to advance further in my 
spiritual path! 


In the twelfth ghazal, coming towards the end of the 
sequence, the poet brings in vocabulary items such as ‘wine- 
house’, ‘cup-bearer’ and ‘nectar’ that throw back to the Persian 
poets: 

Having thrown open 

your wine-house 

to select favourites, 

you'll lose your reputation 
as a cup-bearer, 

o beloved! 


Join, o beloved, 

this literary gathering 

and stimulate 

a lively discussion; 

serve the gathering nectar— 
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that sharpens the intellect, 
thus behaving as a sincere friend! 


Immediately after the ghazal-sequence, comes the poem 
‘Kishtwar’, the native town of the poet ‘Aseer’. Delightful to 
read, it contains a picturesque and natural description of the 
place that the poet holds dear as a son of the soil. He draws 
our attention, in particular, to the “sapphire stones of Paddar” 
and to the peaks “dotted with deodar trees”. Feeling proud of 
the cultural wealth of his home-town, he describes it as “the 
best native home of poets and artists”. He makes a special 
mention of the luminous saint, Zaina Sahib, whom he upholds 
as the “standard-bearer of Kishtwar”. In the poem titled “The 
Path of Peace”, ‘Aseer’ sounds angry and disappointed, feeling 
dejected that the cause of peace is receiving only a lip-service 
from the people around: 

None here or there 

is distressed by untoward happenings, 
all are self-absorbed; 

no one cares to assuage 

other’s pain! 

As I communicate with others, 

I can’t help bewailing 

the lot of my motherland; 

saddened as I am, 

I compose painful verses! 


Towards the close of the volume, we find obituaries on 
two eminent literary personalities—Ghulam Mustafa ‘Ishrat 
Kashmiri’ and ‘Janbaaz Kishtwari’. Here are relevant passages 
from the two poems in which due poetic tributes are paid by 
“Aseer’ to the celebrities mentioned: 


(i) The figure of dear Ishrat 
still flashes across my mind, 
and I’m immediately reminded 
of his conversational ability 
and his flair for writing! 


(ii) He sang from the depth 
of his heart, 
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and his melody 

touched every heart! 

In his verses, one discerned 
novel trends and tones, 
and he rested content 

in his seclusion! 


Finally, the poet ‘Aseer’ pays his homage to his mother-in- 
law as well as his mother in two obituaries separately; both are 
charged with intense feeling and highly reverential in tone 
bordering on the religious. 


ee ae Laan) 


_— a virrat 
inte? +e 


HYMN 


The chant ‘God is Great’ 
resounded all around, 
the environs echoed it; 
oh Lord, 
the beggar and the emperor alike 
are awe-struck 
by your dignified unconcern! 


All creatures on this earth 
and in the sky 
join the chorus ‘God is Great’; 
un-housed and all-pervading, 
God indwells our hearts 
as the Beloved. 


One without a second, 
God is absorbed in self-grandeur; 
everlasting is he, 
while all creatures are mortal. 


The Holy Quran 
upholds and bears testimony to 
the former revealed books 
and messengers; 

God’s grace 
descends on this world eternally. 
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God Himself sends, 
the gift of darood— 
benedictions— 
to His beloved, 
the Holy Prophet; 

I, ‘Aseer’ (captive), recite the holy Name daily, 
the prayer repeated cures one of all ailments; 
I surrender my all to you, God, 
relying solely and wholly on you! 


PRO OTR OTR 


HYMN 


God’s holy name 
as the ‘nourisher’ of this world 
and as the beloved ‘friend’, 
is ever on my lips! 


He is majestic as the creator 
of this universe, 
all bow to him reverentially, 
both this world and what comes hereafter 
belong to Him indeed— 
that’s my strong conviction. 
Oh God, 
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you’re most adorable; 
the sky above 
and this earth— 
all created things, 
bear your ‘signature’ 
as their creator; 
it is you who created Man 
and the Holy Prophet; 
let me lay down my life 
at your altar! 


Oh God, I perceived your presence 
in gardens, 
you inhere flowers; 
all at once 
was I drawn to you 
by love! 


Oh Lord, I feel awed 
as I visualize 
facing your majesty 
hereafter; 
in all humility 
and hopefully, 

I crave your mercy. 


PRL OER LO OF 
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NAAT 


I took my dreams 
as auspicious auguries, 
reading true meanings 

into pure words; 

as a true Muslim, 

I recited the Kalima, 
feeling thereby satisfied 
with my destiny; 
drawn all my life 
to the Holy Prophet, 
as a suppliant, 

I didn’t look for 
a spiritual guide; 
despising none, 

I sized myself up instead; 
the one divine Name 
is rooted in my mind, 
and I rely on it 
as the sole means 
of my sustenance! 


Having never committed a sin, 
yet am I branded a sinner; 
those who wish me, ‘Aseer’, ill 
will have to atone for it! 


PRT OTRO OTR 
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NAAT 


O Epistle-bearer, 
please go to Madina 
and convey my greetings 
to the Holy Prophet; 
apprise Him of the painful plight 
of the faithful, 
who pin their hopes on Him alone 
for the redressal of their problems— 
innocent blood 
stains this earth; 


I wish to go to Madina 
as a pilgrim 
and make an offering of myself 
to the beloved Prophet; 
a ‘slave’ of his, 
I bear his mark 
on my forehead 
as ‘Aseer’. 


AAN ENA Lan al 


21 
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NAAT 


Someone whispered the word around 
that it is the Prophet’s festive day today; 
the whole world looks 
decorated with flowers! 


Hearts will be delighted— 
the faithful will rejoice, 
festive songs, sung by the devout, 
will mark the event! 


The seekers, wedded to the Prophet, 
like the self-immolatory moth, 
will attain fulfilment on this day! 


Not aware of how I should 
pledge my love to the Prophet, 
I envy the seekers world over 

who are favoured this day! 


I feel ecstatic for a few moments, 
as if transported to paradise, 
marking the faces of the fellow-devotees 
aglow with joy on the occasion. 


Listen to my plaint, o beloved Prophet, 
though a sinner, I take refuge in you 
this day, hopeful of my redemption! 
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O wind, carry my prayer to Madina 
to ensure my spiritual ‘resurrection’. 


a Lae Lata 


NAAT OF HOLY PROPHET 


Recite the naat of the Prophet, 
friend and messenger of God; 
ever chant darood 
as God’s obligatory message, 
and offer the Prophet your loving devotion! 


During the pleasant spring, 
as your devotion gains intensity, 
make garlands of flowers 
in celebration of 
the Prophet’s glories. 


Your fortune will brighten 
and get transformed as you cultivate your 
devotion to the Prophet; 
offer your whole-hearted devotion 
to Him 
If you want your prayer 
to be potent and effective. 
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As you go on repeating 
and knowing by heart 
the gracious Prophet’s name, 
you'll prosper spiritually! 


You'll experience 
spiritual awakening as you contemplate 
the resplendent countenance of the Prophet; 
o ‘Aseer’, be firm 
in adoring Him, 
whereby you'll 
cross the bar fearlessly! 


Ti Om OT 


NAAT 


The Holy Prophet of Islam 
is the loftiest of the Prophets; 
he showers his grace 
on the whole world; 
bountiful to the universe, 
it is he who’ll intercede 
with God, on behalf of his followers, 
on the Day of Reckoning; 
without remembering Him, 
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how can I cross the narrow bridge siraat 
leading to Paradise? 


When the Holy Prophet’s halo 
spread around as God’s messenger, 
the darkness of ignorance 
disappeared all at once! 

He never wished his enemies 
or any one else ill; 
instead, he treated all 
with extreme courtesy! 


I, ‘Aseer’, am 
wholly bound to the Prophet 
through love; 
flowers sprouted 
from whichever place 
his holy feet touched! 


PRL OTR LR OORT 


SALUTATION 


Let us send our greetings to the Holy Prophet, 
whom God himself doted upon— 
who excelled all other messengers; 
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the light of Truth that emanated from God 
manifested as Ahmad, 
to whom the Holy Quran was revealed; 
the Holy Prophet sheds his effulgence 
on this earth and around the sky above; 
he bears the twin names—Ahmad and Muhammad. 
Lord of this world and the one hereafter, 
he continues to shower his grace on the faithful 
and serves them with mouthfuls of nectar, 
‘there is no god but God’ being his firm conviction; 
his curly hair and facial look 
are complimented in the Quran, 
and he irradiates the whole world! 


Bereft of any learning, I , ‘Aseer’, 
penned down this holy hymn 
out of loving devotion 
to the Holy Prophet, 
as an offering 
in the form 
of 


a salutation! 


OR OTRO 
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NAAT 


O beloved Prophet, 
pray, call on me 
and Pll rejoice! 
Though I haven’t 
performed good deeds, 
I am a true follower of yours; 
deliver me from the ills 
of life here and hereafter! 
Pray, see for yourself 
how I am assailed by 
cares and pains here! 
Appear before me 
and let my eyes glow with joy, 
as you reveal your 
illumined face! 


I, ‘Aseer’, am waiting 
for an encounter with you, 
pray, fill my heart 
with your bountiful love! 


RP ORO OTR 
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NAAT 


Prophet Muhammad’s garden, 
of all gardens, 
is the loveliest and most charming! 


His gracious look 
sheds its radiance 
on the world at large, 
so is his garden too 
full of splendour— 
sending out abundant light! 


Out of his deep love for God 
the Holy Prophet ascended 
to the glorious abode of the Lord; 
flowers in bloom in Muhammad’s garden 
spread rare fragrance 
all around! 


Last of the Prophets, 
and God’s most favoured messenger, 
his garden is all aglow! 
Kind and benevolent, 
to the poor and those in grief, 
he is the physician of the ailing— 
his garden is a storehouse of medicine! 
Come as a supplicant 
to the Holy Prophet’s abode, 
I, “Aseer’, am seeking his grace— 
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as a moth hovering 
around the candle-flame! 


PRL OCR OTR 


NAAT 


I yearn to 
circumambulate Madina; 
crave to see 
the Green Dome there! 


Smearing my face 
with sacred soil, 
I yearn to visit 
Madina as an ascetic! 


I wish to get familiar 
with the highways and bye-ways 
of Madina, 
and, moth-like, 
burn up myself there 
hovering around the candle-flame! 


Holding the Holy Prophet 
by the hem of his garment, 
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I would beseech him 
to listen to my plaints! 


The gracious Prophet, 
I hope, 
may cast a merciful glance 
at me there; 
would that I gave up 
my mortal coil there! 


Ca aaa La eed 


NAAT 


O Holy Prophet, 
beloved Muhammad, 
thousands of your supplicants 
are come to offer you 
their obeisance, 
cast a kind glace at them; 
with frustration visible 
in their eyes, 
they’re hopeful of your favour; 
pray, shower your 
blessings on them! 
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Pll send you my verses 
invoking divine blessings, 
and other offerings 
besides my salutations, 
as your slave, 

o, physician great, 
be benevolent to us! 

The members of my community, 
one and all of them, 
convey the anguish of their hearts 
to you; 
be kind, o, Holy Prophet, 
deliver us from our ills! 

In the name of Hazrat Hussain, 
I beseech you to lift 
our community (of the faithful) 
out of the present plight— 
caught up in sorrows 
as we are! 

Pray, accept this plaint of mine— 
this offering of my verses— 
as a bunch of flowers, 

I crave your kind favour, 
having come to you 
bearing grief in my heart! 


ORL OPRL OPO 
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ELEGY TO HAZRAT IMAM HUSSAIN 


The whole world lamented over 
your martyrdom, 
o, beloved Hussain; 
my tears are flowing too 


in deep agony! 


The one who is false 
is doomed 
to get disgraced eternally! 


As the Muslim heroes 
offered Namaz at Karbala, 
the enemies got terrified. 


Sister Sakina kept waiting, 
tormented by acute thirst, 
while Abaas sacrificed his life! 


The noble Hazrat Hur, 
facing a volley of arrows, 
breathed his last! 


O Hussain, 
making the supreme sacrifice 
of laying down your life, 
you brought glory 
to Islam; 


come as a supplicant, 
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I offer you my obeisance, 
feeling thereby gratified! 


PRO OTR OTR 


ELEGY ON KARBALA MARTYRS 


What offerings should we make 
at the shrines and gardens 
dedicated to the beloved martyrs, 
who laid down their lives 
at Karbala, 
bearing the agony of acute thirst? 
What should we offer them 
as our homage 
for the supreme sacrifices 
they made 
to uphold the cause of Truth? 


How should we repay those 
who stood by the Imams till last? 
As they laid down their lives, 
they rose to be 
the standard-bearers 

of their Faith; 
how should we honour 
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the services of 
such noble martyrs? 
How should we 
honour the plains 
that got smeared with 
the holy blood of the martyrs? 
Moth-like, they were consumed 
by the candle-flame! 
I’m at my wit’s end 
to conceive 
how best to honour 
the Karbala martyrs 
for their great sacrifice! 


Pe OTRO OTR 


EULOGY TO HAZRAT GAUS-UL-AZAM 


Cast a kind glance at me, 
I adore you 
o, revered Jeelani; 
having come as a beggar to you, 
be bountiful to me! 


You showered riches 
on the whole world, 
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inspiring hearts 
with a new spirit; 
lead me from 
darkness to light, 
I adore you! 


You brought good fortune 
to the poor and helpless, 
casting a kind look at them; 
be kind to me likewise! 


Your devotees seek you 
all around, 
watchful to spot you 
as you manifest yourself; 
Ill die for you, 
pray, turn your attention 
to me as well! 


O majestic Jeelani, 
those whom you stand by, 
can withstand catastrophes; 
pray, secure me 
from affliction, 
bless me with joyousness 
instead! 


O my Master, 
I am deeply afflicted by 
pains and sorrows, 
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heal me as a physician! 
Lift me out of my sorrows, 
o, revered Jeelani, 
I adore you; 
stand by me, 
granting me all support! 


PRL? 0 PRS a Ta 


EULOGY TO SHEIKH NOOR-UD-DIN WALI 


O Noor-ud-Din Wali, 
our standard-bearer 
and spiritual chieftain, 
grant my prayer— 

I beseech you 
to be gracious to me! 


Lal Ded suckled you 
and revealed secrets to you, 
whereby you attained 
steady absorption 
in spiritual ecstasy, 
and you flowered 
as a God-seeker, 
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The great Hamdani 
recognized your spiritual stature; 
you reinforced the faith 
in a significant way; 


pray, grant me your favour! 


Many beloved disciples of yours 
were enamoured of you— 
such as Zaina Sahib 
and Latif Sahib; 
you spread your effulgence 
throughout the region; 
be gracious to me! 


As I ponder over 
the meaning of your sayings, 
I am deeply moved to tears 
and feel inspired; 
shower your bounty 
on me as a recipient, 
0, you accomplished 
wielder of the pen! 


As your shrine was set on fire 
by some miscreants, 
I was shocked and shaken; 
the arson committed made me feel 
very miserable! 
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Where should I look for you, 
in Kemubh or Pakhrpora, 
the pursuit will 
drain away my energy, 
enfeebling me as a seeker; 

I bank upon you alone 
for support. 


O crown of Chrar-i-Sherif shrine, 
pray listen to my plaint, 
you’re the only hope 
of the helpless and needy; 
be bountiful to me! 


As I pursued the journey 
leading to you as my 
spiritual goal, 

I was overtaken by exhaustion 
and couldn’t reach it; 
waiting at the door, 

I am hopeful 
of receiving your grace! 


PRP OPO 
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EULOGY TO SHEIKH ZAIN-UD DIN WALs 


Running from one shrine to another, 
I looked for Sheikh Zain-ud-Din; 
PII lay down my life for him— 
the intoxicated mystic J adore! 


I sought him at sacred places 
like Bhandhar Kooth, Aishmugam and Chowgan 
waiting eagerly for him from morning 
till evening! 


Sheikh Noor-ud-Din is proud of 
Sheikh Zain-ud-Din, 
being himself a true Muslim as a convert, 
whose spiritual aroma 
spread to the un-housed space above; 
I persisted in my search 
for Sheikh Zain-ud-Din 


Having meditated long on God, 
as Sheikh Zain-ud-Din 
came out of the cave 
as an advanced saint, 
all his friends searched for him 
in every nook and corner; 
arriving at the spot, they greeted the saint; 
they looked graceful in the company 
of the noble Sheikh. 
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O Master, Sheikh Zain-ud-Din, 
I’ve come to you as a suppliant-guest 
from Kishtwar, 
pray, don’t let me go back 
empty-handed! 


PRP ENAT 0 ORL™ 


EULOGY TO MAKHDOOM SAHIB 


O Sheikh Hamza, 
having come to you as one grief-stricken, 
I seek your kind favour; 
lofty-statured as you’re, 
you fulfil the needs 
of seekers; 
this particular day, 
when there’s your festival, 
you serve seekers 
cups of nectar divine, 
being very benevolent! 


Lovers come running to you 
so ardently; 
you irradiate spiritual aroma around 
to bless them! 
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Pray, lend your ear 
to the plaints of the poor and helpless, 
deliver them from the distress 
they’re in. 


Times are getting hard and troublesome, 
vice is prevailing, 
pray set things right! 


It is in response to your call 
that I came to attend your festival, 
cure me of all my ailments! 


O Sheikh Hamza, 
shower your grace 
on the garden that is 
leafless and parched, 
to ensure that it blooms; 
pray, remove the difficulties 
of the distressed! 


You’re the Master 
Pve come to 
as a supplicant, 
pray, answer my call! 


PRL OP LP OTR LO 
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FARIDYA EULOGY 


Farid-ud-Din Sahib came to Kishtwar 
spreading light as a spiritual guide, 
preaching oneness of God— 
which the faithful accepted 
as divine nectar! 


As he raised 
the chant of God’s grandeur with 
‘God is Great’ 
idols fell to the ground; 
he illuminated the path of blessedness 
for the believers! 


Removing hurdles 
in the shape of oppression, 
he made faith flower 
at every step; 
thereby, he wiped out disbelief! 


Through God’s grace, he befriended 
four noble personalities, 

recognizing their worth, though they 

were strangers to him. 
His first son, Hazrat Asrar-ud-Din 
established a new order; 
the other one was Gosul Azam, 
whom Farid-ud-Din held in high regard. 
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The second of his sons, 
Hazrat Akhyar-ud-Din 
contributed significantly to the faith— 
he converted many to Islam. 


I would lay down my life 
for Hazrat Anwar-ud-Din, 
the third son of Farid-ud-Din; 
he glorified Islam 
through his astounding feats! 


I’ve come running to you 
as a supplicant 
seeking your grace, 
as you’ve cured 
the incurable! 


I too come as a supplicant 
to Farid-ud-Din Sahib, 


in the hope of earning his kind favour! 


ROR OTR 
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FARIDYA EULOGY-2 


O majestic Farid, 
to whom else, but you, should we 
address our plaints? 


People around, here, are in distress! 
O Master, when there is turmoil all around, 
who would sing you hymns 
in adoration and prayer? 


You came from Baghdad 
and enlightened us about our faith, 
wiping out disbelief from this place! 


I’m proud of the ‘garden’ 
you nurtured; 
it flourishes 
because of your grace! 


Your followers 
come running barefooted 
to your shrine, 
some of them being highly placed 
and some otherwise. 


O illustrious Farid-ud-Din, 
shower your grace on us, 
making us feel delighted thereby! 
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All through have I been 
your supplicant, 
paying you my obeisance; 
pray, deliver me this day 


from pain and sorrow! 


Although I cannot 
make it to your shrine, 
you are ever enshrined 
deep within my heart! 


As a petitioner at your door, 
I’m conscious of my failings; 
kindly heed my prayer! 


RAA ERAO Taree aa! 


EULOGY TO SHAH ASRAR-1 


Having come to Asrar Sahib’s door, 
we'll unfold our pitiable condition to him— 
freely reveal our sorrows to him, 
seeking their redressal! 


All the faithful have come, 
zealously offering their 
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floral tributes to him; 
they’re praying to him in chorus 
at his resplendent shrine! 


Under his spiritual command, 
a corpse regained life— 
it stirred and revived, 
as one rises from sleep! 


Awestruck by his effulgent look, 
a valorous person riding a lion 
got wholly un-nerved; 
likewise, a wall started moving 
as he willed it; 

o Master, be gracious to me 
so that I thrive under your care 
and am cured of my ailment! 


Lofty as your stature is, 
o, Asrar the great, 
I beseech you, as ever, 
to grant me peace and prosperity! 


Pee 
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AN OFFERING TO HOLY ASRAR 


Supplicants have come 
to Asrar Sahib’s shrine, 
to beseech him for favours; 
he has appeared here 
to bless them! 


The holy saint performed a miracle— 
the garden he blessed 
was at once in full bloom; 
his spiritual halo 
spread all around! 


Accompanied by 
four luminous personalities, 
Farid Sahib came to Kishtwar; 
many seekers got initiated by him 
and came to the straight path 
through his grace! 


Let us unfold our plaints 
to Asrar Sahib 
and bow to his feet; 
how I wish we visualized him 
as enjoying his walk 
around his shrine 
on the open field! 
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O Akhyar Sahib, 
I wish to lay down 
my life for you! 
let me reveal 
my inward sorrows to you, 
pray, be gracious to me! 


When very young, luminous as he was, 
he unfolded the secrets of selfhood; 
may he bless me and make me too 

partake of divine nectar 
at the tavern! 


Seekers of all shades— 
humble, helpless and sorrowing— 
are waiting at the Master’s shrine 

for a kind glance from him! 


For God’s sake, o, Asrar Sahib, 
cast a glance at me 
to know my plight! 
O gate-keeper, don’t push me out, 
let me in to receive grace from the saint; 
o Holy Asrar, accept this eulogy of mine 
that I’m presenting as an ill-written piece; 
your devotees all over the world 
are enamored of you! 


AAR ee 
RA © ORE OANA 
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EULOGY TO SHAH ASRAR-2 


The great Asrar will oblige me— 
deliver me from sorrow 
and bless me with his presence; 
he’ll offer me a drink 
of nectar from his tavern! 


Seekers and supplicants in need 
come to his door 
and he solves their problems; 
he’ll shower his grace on me too, 
casting a glance at me 
with his intoxicated eyes! 


At his bidding, even the dead 
would resurrect, 
such was his spiritual prowess; 
he wrought miracles indeed! 
So will he raise my stature 
through his favour! 


Through the great Asrar’s effulgence, 
flowers bloomed in the forest-background 
as it dawned; 
the saint will likewise 
bring cheer and bloom to my heart! 


Awaiting long, I came from Jammu 
as a seeker to the great saint’s shrine, 
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hopeful that my anguished heart 
will regain its peace through his grace! 


Aware of my failings, 
I dare not encounter him 
at his shrine, 
being afraid that he might 
reprimand me in the presence of 
other devotees. 


Pll visit his shrine 
as a petitioner, 
hoping that my request 
would be granted; 
being his humble servant, 
when will he 
recognize me as such? 
I take pride in his majesty! 


AA ENAA OAT 


EULOGY TO SHAH ABDAL 


I have come to the graceful Saint Abdal, 
full of my love for him as an offering 
and would die for him! i 
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I shall, as well, pay, him 
my floral tribute. 


Renouncing worldly power, 
he grasped the mystery of life; 
I offer my salutation 
to the guardian saint extra-ordinary! 


May Shah Abdal 
shower his grace on us; 
Pll shed my blood 


in offering him my adoration! 


It was his wont to heed and stand by 
the helpless; 
and he endeared himself to God 
through his virtues; 
I shall lay down 
my life for him! 


How I wish he showed me 
his effulgent face! 
That’d gladden me immensely; 
how much do I cherish 
his bewitching looks! 


Bloom will return 
to the garden 
and all my difficulties 
will get solved this day; 


51 


52 Poetry of Meditation on the Sacreg 


Pm expectantly waiting 
for his gifts! 


Having come to your door 
o saint Abdal, 
cast a kind look at me 
bountiful as you’re! 


PRL OTR ONS 


GHAZAL 


O beloved, stay awhile 
and listen to my love-lyric; 
my pain has grown most intense! 


My heart is bleeding for love, 
and my ferry-boat 
is caught up in a storm 
raging on all sides! 


O nightingale, don’t grumble 
nor exhibit your anguish; 
shed your tears gently 
and listen to my love-song! 
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It looks as if 
flower-beds are afire, 
the greenbelt has been 

trampled upon; 

come you, love, 

just take a look 
at the spoiled scene! 


The dark night 
is accentuating my grief, 
and the heart 
is palpitating fast; 
listen, o beloved, to my love-song! 


Young brides lost their 
pride here, 
and the daffodils their fortune; 
cannibals prevail all around, 
pray, heed my love-lyric! 
The damsel is disturbed, 
the fragrant plant (sombul) 
is tearful; 
now who is there to express 
his grouse and to whom? 


When the ability 
to judge a thing true or false 
has been lost,’ 
bronze naturally sells here 
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very dear as gold; 
listen, o beloved, to my love-lyric! 


The intruder and trouble-maker, 
who burnt the porch of 
the standard-bearer’s shrine— 
who precisely was this man? 
Listen, love, to my doleful lyric! 


I wrote these painful verses 
out of my zeal; 
pray, lend your ear to them 
to judge the rhythmic beat; 
o beloved, listen to my love-lyric! 


PRP OINO ONAT 


GHAZAL 


Turmoil has been 
a persistent phenomenon 
affecting every household, 
accompanied by loss of 
human lives; 
consequently people at large 
are aggrieved and anguished! 
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Cities and villages got destroyed 
through aerial fire, 
and buildings got shaken 
and toppled! 


Arson overtook splendid cities, 
destroying mansions, mosques and shrines; 
who’re to blame for the loss 
of human lives? 


Since we are unmindful 
and not self-aware, 
the plight of our homeland 
is miserable! 


Destruction has been rampant, 
justice has come under a.cloud; 
what was of sterling value 
has got debased; 
human lives continue 
to be lost! 


Being a witness to a period 

In which selfishness thrives, - . 
I consider it obligatory for me 
to serve my brethren with love! 


PRO OTN ORT 
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GHAZAL 


I swear by you, © spring, 
and by the red rose 
and the host of similar flowers, 
that thrive in this season— 
all are conducive to peace within! 


O my bosom friend 
with ravishing looks, 
did ever my plaints 
reach your ears? 


I find myself caught up, in public, 
as an emaciated person, 
sharing my inmost secrets 

with you, I swear by you, friend! 


Why did you 
leave me in the lurch? 
I swear by you, love, 
I feel miserable and lonely, 
without you at night! 


Pve been waiting long, 
having made garlands 
of flowers for you; 
the gardens Nishat and Shalimar, 
symbolize your charm 
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for me; 
I miss you badly, love! 


Shedding human blood 
costs little these days; 
my heart bleeds for you— 
the poor and helpless; 

I swear by you! 


I feel puzzled 
and am struck dumb— 
cannot communicate 
through words; 
my heart is broken, 
I swear, dear! 


O crown-bearer of Madina, 
Holy Prophet; 
our faith prides 
upon the poor, 
I swear by you! 


Be kind to me 
and protect my honour, 


o you, Guardian of the world, 


I swear by you! 


CRT OPA ORT 
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GHAZAL 


O beloved, watch this day 
what height the deluge will touch, 
levelling all differences? 


The time prevailing 
throws up some one 
as the guiding light 
and someone other 
as the harbinger of hope; 
the candlestick itself 
can’t divine events! 


O beloved, nothing 
escapes your notice, 
yet you’re evasive; 
the truth is that you know 
what’s there to come! 


Who but you clapped 
your hands, 
and the whole world 
woke up from slumber? 
you know it this day 
whom God favours. 


With your eyes closed, 
o, beloved, 
you can read 
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what is there to come; 
yet you pretend to be 
unaware of things! 


Unmindful of all care 
you came forward 
and struck your blow; 
the world watched 
in amazement! 


O beloved with charming looks, 
God Himself is guarding you; 
pray, be trustworthy! 


There was a daring person, Janbaaz, 
who lost his life; 
nothing was said 
to commemorate him! 


One who is hit by a bullet 
accidentally, 
is declared a martyr, 
not the one 
who laid down his life 
for a cause! 


I too was brought 
to the gallows 
without any charge; 
I am at a loss 
to say all this, 

o, beloved! 


PRP OCR OP 
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GHAZAL 


Getting entangled 
for no fault of ours, 
our lives are at stake; 
who is there to listen 
to our tale of woe 
when falsehood prevails 
and truth has no takers? 


Though we’re like roses and jasmines 
from the same garden, 
our spiritual guides 
are toeing different lines! 


It is the gnostics 
who preached the doctrine 
of equality in our land; 
alas, we are swayed 
by hatred now, 
and there’s none to 
heed our plaints! 


Bloodshed is rampant here, 
and our enlightened writers, 
puzzled by the happenings, 
are speechless and helpless! 


Even the people at large 
are deaf to what 
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the drift of our times 
conveys painfully! 
Who’s there to listen 
to our tale of woe? 
I wish one and all 
got engaged in 
exchanging love’s nectar 
day and night! 
Thus would hearts 
come closer 
and get united! 


May there be spring 
all around the year 
in Love’s garden! 
What looks desolate now 
would bloom afresh, 
bringing us delight! 


CRO TO 


GHAZAL 


If a frenzied lover like me 
can survive in the future, 
then will the wise 
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take to the caves; 
if the dutiful 
aren’t prudent, 
the Doomsday 
will be imminent! 


If the gusts of wind 
run amok, 
how will the spring 
deliver on its promise? 
Candle-lights will be off, 
all moths and lovers 
will flee away! 


If you scorch yourself 
in the sun here, 
then will you experience 
cool shade hereafter; 
when you too face a large fire, 
then shall the beloved die for you! 


When the wind 
brings a message tomorrow, 
imparting its secret to the people, 
then will the starving gain supremacy 
and the tavern cheer us up! 


Write verses 
in tune with the time, 
that reach every heart; 
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one who plunges into the fire here, 
will attain his spiritual aim through the brave act! 


When you have spring 
at the door, 
why do you grumble 
about the autumn? 
It is for you 
to enjoy spring flowers 
and bring bloom 
to wilderness tomorrow! 


I am conveying my feelings 
poetically, 
using simple and straight-forward language; 
it is for the beloved readers 
to interpret my verses in the way 
they choose! 


ORL? OTT ORL 


GHAZAL 


You were looking for 
your way in the market, 
weren’t you waiting for me? 
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As you appeared, 
flowers unfolded their petals 
and the spring attained 
a novel charm! 


Didn’t you lose your way 
and so arrived late, 
having treaded a thorny path 
to the market? 


I had to strain my eyes, 
looking and waiting for you 
with a heavy heart; 
the fire of love consumed 
me inwardly as I 
waited for you in the market! 
Little knowing 
what riches I own, 
how can I divine 
wherewith I’ll 
embellish necklaces? 


PRP OTR OTT 
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GHAZAL 


When will my bosom friend 
turn up? 
Pll lay bare my heart to him 
and entertain him with love-songs! 


With watchful eyes 
am I looking for him 
in eager expectation, 
and have staked my life indeed! 


Is all my wailing 
uncalled for? 
When he comes, 
Pll remind him 
of his promises! 


There’s none around 
to heal my ailing heart; 
if he arrives, 

ll unfold to him 
my woeful tale! 


Tired of talking about 
my painful story, 
Pll make an offering 
of my heart to him! 
When will he come? 
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He struck an arrow at me 
that overwhelmed me; 
even then Pll accord him 
a floral welcome! 

Being misrepresented to him 
by others for no fault of mine, 
Pll reveal to him 
what pains my heart, 
as he comes! 


AA O aAA AnA 


GHAZAL 


My beloved decreed 
imprisonment as my fate— 
as a gesture of his kindness to me! 


He has left me poor and helpless, 
having beguiled me 
with sheer promises! 


Forsaking me, 
he made all my youth 
joyless and frigid! 
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All are puzzled 
by the beloved’s behaviour— 
in not being sensitive 
to the pain and agony of love! 


Denying me the joy of union, 
the beloved has made me 
fall on evil days! 


On my assuring the beloved, 
in earnest, 
that I would stand his effulgence, 
I was silenced 
by his negative response. 


The beloved addressed 
flowers eloquently; 
out of humility, 
the latter perspired in response! 


He led a life 
of luxury himself; 
neglecting me, 
he wasted my youth! 


PRP? OPRL OPN 
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GHAZAL 


Having captivated my heart, 
I beseech you, beloved friend, 
for God’s sake, 
to call on me; 
pray, my youthful darling; 
come and bring solace 
to my heart! 


I looked for you 
and strained my eyes in vain, 
yet you did not turn up; 
o my bosom friend, 
Pm in deep pain, 
do come! 


Swearing by your loveliness 
that I hold dear, 
I beg of you, o charming one, 
to come and heal my wounds! 


As you'll cast 
your glance at me, 
my garden will bloom; 
o beloved, lustrous as a rose 
as you’re, come and relieve me 


of my agony! 
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The hope that you’ll come 
and see for yourself 
the plight I am in, 
has sustained me; 
come and lend your ear 
to my plaints, 

o you, beloved, 
in whom I repose 
my secrets! 


You spread around yourself 
the aroma of roses, 
I beseech you, 
lovely as spring as you’re, 
to call on me, 
enjoying the fragrance 
of flowers enroute! 


It’s out of love for you 
that I’ve composed 
this lyric for you; 
the rindas (un-fettered lovers of truth) 
must have been touched 
by the melody; 
come, o my intoxicated beloved! 


FF? OTR LT OTR 
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GHAZAL 


I have to perceive the world 
in its diverse hues, 
in order to reach a land-mark; 
partaking of blissful nectar, 


I have to transcend worldliness! 


PII wake up hard-hearted people 
through my thoughtful verses; 
I’ve also to assuage 
the burning moth’s pain, 
to advance further in my 
spiritual path! 


As the sun makes flowers bloom, 
the wind will become eloquent; 
I have to cheer up the nightingale 
during autumn, 
to make sure that I attain 
a land-mark! 


Curly hair and beautiful eyes 
attract lovers all over the world, 
and the affairs of the heart 
are a mystery to all, 
and I have to bear the pangs 
of love myself 


in order to approach my goal! 
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As the artist gets ecstatic, 
he can subdue even his enemies; 
it’s my duty to bring back 
the strayed traveller 
to the right path, 
in order to advance 
towards my goal! 


I am waiting for the spring myself, 
would someone prompt my friend 
to come soon; 
how I wish I saw 
my garden in full bloom! 


mo ON OR 


GHAZAL 


Come, o sweetheart, 
listen to the message of love 
Pll deliver to you: 
calling again into question 
humanity! 


Having thrown open 
your wine-house 
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to select favourites, 
you'll lose your reputation 
as a cup-bearer, 
o beloved! 


Join, o beloved, 
this literary gathering 
and stimulate 
a literary discussion; 
serve the gathering nectar 
that sharpens the intellect, 
thus behaving as a sincere friend! 


For your sake, I came out 
as if I were a samyasin (renouncer) 
squandering all I had, o sweetheart; 
ever since you held me captive, 
Ive been experiencing 
a commotion in my heart! 


PLP O PRLP OPO 


GHAZAL ' 


Practicing good didn’t | 
bring forth a good 
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result for me; 
all grumble and none 
is pleased with me! 


I didn’t attain 
any knowledge or philosophic wisdom; 
all that I have learnt 
is just a decorative use of words— 
that’s of no consequence! 


My happiness was 

of a short duration; 

cares and anxieties 
soon followed! 


As I ever faced hardships, 
what fell to my lot 
was a garden turned 
into wilderness! 


Though I learnt 
to live in tune with time, 
this didn’t in any way 
change men living around! 
Uncouth people only 
destroyed family life, 
who were eventually 
branded cannibals! 
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I feel it is the in-ward pain 
that one can convey 
through literary expression; 
I must compose a verse 
thoughtfully, 
in order that 


it really tells! | 


PRP OOO OL 


KISHTWAR 


Come to my native town, Kishtwar, 
and enjoy the beauty of the gardens here; 
you'll be delighted to see 
the green turf of the polo-ground! 


Visit Pootanaag, Nageshwar and Paribaag, 
noted beauty spots of the town. 


Going up the Tchera-mala hill, 
you'll intuit many secrets, as I’ve experienced; 
its peaks are dotted with deodar trees 
standing as guardians; 
observe, on the foot of the hill, 
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saffron-flowers in bloom; 
famous products of this town are: 


Gutchchyi (morels), Zeur (cumsin-seed), nafa (musk-pod) 
and saffron. 


Come to see sapphire stones of Paddar, 
(gold ornaments are studded with 
fine pieces of sapphire stone) 
there’s scarcity of water in Kishtwar 
that affects the growth of the crops; 
yet the Chandrabaag stream 
flows vigorously by the foot-hill; 
the hills have been well-nigh demolished 
through machines, 
and a big power-house 
is under construction here; 
the place is very conducive 
to intense mystic contemplation, 
and, as such, it is the best 
native home of poets and artists; 
there’s traditional amity here 
between the Hindus and Muslims— 
and you’ll notice its visible impact 
as all-pervading in the town. 


Kishtwar is the home of noted poets 
like Jaanbaaz, Nishat, Ulfat 
and Jahan Aara 
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whose poetic compositions 
are excellent! 


Zaine Sahib, the luminous saint, ` 
and Sheikh Noor-ud-Din, 
the standard-bearer of Kishtwar, 
are held in the highest esteem 
by the inhabitants; 
everyone speaks very high of those 
who’ve been spiritual Masters here; 
note for yourself the splendour 
of the forest that is in the background! 


If some one violates morality here, 
people don’t pardon him; 
the liars are severely punished here! 
Through the grace of the spiritual Masters 
even the autumn season 
is munificent here in terms 
of the flora such as the red rose! 


ORL OTRO OTRO 
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TO YOUTH 


O young man, 
we're proud of you, 
beloved as you’re, 
having good manners! 
Son-like, you’re 
precious to the nation; 
may God protect you! 


Valorous as you’re, 
you perform feats Rustam-like; 
you have a noble aim in life! 
Use your knowledge 
to enlighten gatherings 
and become effulgent 
as the candle! 


Innocent as you’re, 
being a novice too, 
you falter sometime 
and lose your nerve; 
occasionally you’re misled! 


Having to face odds, 
tread your path with care, 
o young man! 
As you step into the garden, 
trees like the shamshaad (poplar) 
and the cypress, bow to you 
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in reverence; 
you yourself are tall 
as the cypress! 


I send you my ovation 
as a gift from afar; 
this is highly desirable, 
as good manners 
and propriety demand! 


PRP? EANNA OPA 


THE PATH OF PEACE! 


There’re some people around 
seeking to solve problems 
through negotiations; 
thereby they’re only 
gratifying themselves, 
but not illuminating 
the path of peace! 


Graveyards felt 
the painful impact of deaths 
and the cremation ground too 
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came under the impact; 
wounded hearts got lacerated! 


None here or there 
is distressed by untoward happenings, 
all are self-absorbed; 


no one cares to assuage 
other’s pain! 


As I communicate with others, 
I can’t help bewailing 
the lot of my motherland; 
saddened as I am, 
I compose painful verses! 


As peace is discussed 
in higher forums, 
human beings are seen 
as non-entities, 
having little value; 
such deliberations 
only add fuel to the fire! 


Writers, on noting 
the poor plight of the homeland— 
viewed as a garden, 
can’t help shedding 
their tears! 
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We've witnessed 
many painful events— 
how a number of bridegrooms 
got killed and were buried, 
and how many lights 
got extinguished by the wind; 
watching atrocities being committed, 
and persecution of human beings 
being un-leashed, 
I felt miserable, | 
and am bearing 
myriad pains within! | 


PRO OTR OTR 


PONDER AWHILE! 


Every one, all around, 
spoke aloud, saying: 

“O, my brother, ponder awhile 
lest all that has been achieved 
should get wasted! 
Jealousy, acting fire-like, 
has wrought havoc 
in the villages and towns; 
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all has been consumed 
by the flames in the oven! 


Instead of visiting hilly areas 
and noting wildernesses, 
our leaders are only concerned about 
the welfare of cities! 
The roads are stained 
with blood and the poor 
are caught up in 
a whirlpool! 
Where we had cool shade, 
we now find there the scorching sun! 


In the remote forest regions 
some noble sons of the soil 
grew up as enlightened thinkers, 
poetically gifted; 
their musical rythms 
thrilled even 
celestial beauties!” 


I have no reason 
to meddle in this matter; 
God in heaven will 
settle the issue 
and do justice! 


PRP ORT OR 
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OBITUARY ON GHULAM MUSTAFA 
‘ISHRAT KASHMIRI’, KISHTWAR 


I was haunted, once again, 
by your figure, 
and then you breathed 
your last, followed by 
your burial in the graveyard! 


Some ruthless person 
plucked the ‘flower’ in the garden 
that caused my agony! 


You were the finest 
of the literary gathering 
and none else is there 
to make up for your loss! 


The figure of dear Ishrat 
still flashes across my mind, 
and I’m immediately reminded 
of his conversational ability 
and his flair for writing! 


Your demise has come 
as a rude shock to me; 
hence my inability 
to say much in this piece! 


OP OTM OFM 
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O, JAANBAAZ KISHTWARI 


Whither is Jaanbaaz gone, 
having deserted the garden? 
To whom did he impart his 

inmost secret 
before breathing his last? 
His sudden demise 
shocked his friends deeply! 


All his life 
he offered love generously 
to one and all; 
his fine verses 
will ever be cherished 
and remembered! 


He made his mark 
as a writer of hymns and ghazals, 
and earned a name for himself 
as a distinguished poet! 


He sang from the depth 
of his heart, 
and his melody 
touched every heart! 


In his verses, one discerned 
novel trends and tones, 
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and he rested content 
in his seclusion! 


Poesy and music are lamenting 
over his demise— 
feeling that they’ve 

got impoverished without him! 

JAANBAAZ thought highly of me 
as his friend; 
he left his inmost secrets behind 
for all his friends to cherish! 


PR OTM OTR 


- MY MOTHER 


Where did you lay to rest 
my beloved mother, 
o friends? 


Having breast-fed me, 
she stole away deceptively! 
What did she whisper at last 
when she was in pain, 
and whom did she confide in 
before she breathed her last? 
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She was ailing and bore her pain 
all night long, 
lying on her death-bed! 


Having a grouse against me, 
she remained withdrawn from me, 
and I lost her for good 
in my own home! 


I shed my tears bitterly 
over her loss; 
where is she gone 
having left me 
in the lurch? 


Who can offer me the love 
she lavished on me 
or look after me 
as she did? 
How can I forget 
my beloved mother? 


Deeply am I grieving 
over the demise of my mother; 
the sad event inflicted 
great pain on the entire family! 


PRL OPP OCR 
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MY MOTHER WOKE UP MY SENSES 


My mother would hurry up to cover me 
under her head-scarf; 
and treat me as the crescent 
that augurs the happy Eid. 


Draining her veins dry of all essence, 
she would make me drink 


the nectar of life. 


An embodiment of balmy comfort, 
she would feed me on 
choicest of foods. 


Caressing me in her lap she taught me 
how to read and write 
and be a virtuous soul. 


She graced me with attributes of virtue 
and would lull me to sleep 
with lovely lullabies. 


Simple in demeanour and an incarnation of love— 
she would shower on me 
the grace of sincerity. 


She would not brook to see me in pain 
and would nurse me in her lap night-long 
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If I would ever be cross with her, 
she would caress me in her lap 
and bring me round. 


If ever I would feel morose 
she would tickle me to smile 
with her loving wiles. 


Even at the hour of death she waited for me 
for two long days 
combating death. 


And when the hour came she lifted up her eyes 
as if to tell me, 
‘Allah is support enough’. 


Nothing can make up for her ardent prayers 
for me; 
she took care of me at every step. 


May Allah grant her a place in paradise: 
as she wanted me to pray 
all times for her soul. 


Does anybody’s mother last for ever? 
My mother would bring this truth home to me. 
It seems ‘Aseer’ had had forebodings 
of her departure as 
she made him shed tears so often. 


Tr. G.R. Malik 
(earning our gratitude) 
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